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Explorers. The book opened as usual at pages 212
and 213, and once more he perused these un-
inspiring lines:

cc. . . towards a northerly passage. *It was
owing to this check,' said he, c that we were able
to revisit the Sandwich Islands and enrich our
voyage by a discovery which, although the last,
seems in many respects to be the most important
which has yet been made by Europeans in the
whole extent of the Pacific Ocean/ The happy
anticipations which these words appeared to
announce were, unhappily, not realized. . . . "

These lines, which he was reading for the
hundredth time, and which reminded him of so
many hours of his commonplace and laborious
existence, which was embellished, nevertheless,
by the fruitful labours of the mind; these lines,
for whose meaning he had never sought, filled
him, on this occasion, with melancholy and dis-
couragement, as though they contained a symbol
of the emptiness of all human hopes, an expression
of the universal void. He closed the book,
which he had opened so often and was never to
open again, and dejectedly left the shop.

In the Place Saint-Exupfere he cast a last
glance at the house of Queen Marguerite. The
rays of the setting sun gleamed upon its historic
beams, and in the violent contrast of light and